*    The Poisoned Dish    *

pan, at their head, was carried in a litter. She was as
beautiful as she had ever been. The passage of time had
done nothing to that splendid face but to seal its per-
fection. Hard as a diamond, she passed on down the
causeway. Narathihapate had ceased to occupy himself
with her; many other beauties had come and gone. But
her position was assured, for it was she who trained
future favourites. Her knowledge of the art of love
was founded upon the theory of the Hindu masters
and upon her own extended practice. Likely recruits to
the concubinate were placed under her instruction*
From her classes they emerged infinitely skilled. By
hard work and attention to detail she had raised over a
course of years their standard of execution, until Chang
Hsien Ch'ung himself declared one night after dinner
that some of her girls might have applied with success
for admission to the Jade Pavilions of the Son of
Heaven.

In addition to these leading figures and the many
striking women who accompanied them, were dancers
and musicians. As the procession passed the gardens
which opened on the causeway, it was swelled by
further ladies who emerged from the pavilions. Some
of these paced solemnly in their gorgeous silks, others
sang and posed in a set measure. It was a spectacle of
beauty and, like all beauty, very strange with that
latency which forever haunts and eludes the onlooker.

When they reached the platform of the bathing pool
the sun sank behind the western mountains and simul-
taneously in the east appeared the moon, blood-red
as it climbed from the dusty horizon, A faint ak was
moving from the river, refreshingly moist and with a
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